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pressions" allows me to understand better the confusion that usually
arises concerning individualism. "The difficulty," says M. Bonnet, "has
come from the peasants who have remained very individualistic. . . ."
No doubt of it: Communism is against that kind of individualism and
must fight it But that bitter anti-interdependence of the peasants is
but the caricature of real individualism, just as superstition is but the
caricature of true religious feeling. One cannot be judged according to
the other.
Obviously I suffer from the refusal of some. Yes, that obstination
in refusal, the intentional lack of understanding, the hatred, is often
extremely painful to me. But, on the whole, I receive much more than
I had ever hoped. I readily convinced myself, when I was young, that
I should not know any fame during my lifetime, that I should be dis-
covered only later on, that my real readers were not yet born; on the
other hand, I was absolutely certain of the value of my writings. I still
have that self-confidence, that slight desire for immediate success; and
the stir that some make about my name hardly does more than em-
barrass me. I have never longed for the success of an Anatole France,
of a Barres; the posthumous fame of Baudelaire, of Keats, of Nietzsche,
of Leopardi is what I wanted, the only one that seemed to me really
beautiful and worthy of envy. There is a misunderstanding in any
popular acclaim (at least so long as the mass continues to be what it
now is), something slightly adulterated with which I cannot be
satisfied.
Obviously I suffer from the injustice of certain accusations. But
were they deserved, I should suffer much more from them.
Cuverville, 1 October
I have forsaken this notebook, my mind occupied by that play
(without a title yet) of which I have finished sketching out the first
act37
Read La Fortune des Rougon; reread UAssommoir**
I should Like to write an article on Zola, in which to protest (but
gently) against the present lack of appreciation of his value. I should
like to bring out in it that my admiration for Zola is not recent and
is in no wise inspired by my present "opinions* (simply those opinions
allow me to gauge his importance better today); bring out that: barely
out of school and in the midst of the Mallaxm6 circle, Rerre Louys
used to recite to me, jumbled together with groups of lines from Hugo's
S7 Probably Robert ou llnt&r&i gin&d (Robert or the Common Weal),
which was not published until 1944-5.
38 The Fortune of the Rougon$ and Assommoir are both novels by Zola
belonging to the series entitled The Rougon-Macquarts.